88                                 BOOTS AND SADDLES.
with mildew. My husband had great control over self in the small annoyances of life, and was able peat again the proverb he had adopted in his boy " Never cry for spilled milk." How he could si so quietly, when he took out his prized boobs an few pictures I knew that he valued, was a myster;
All thought began now to centre on the coming € of the summer. It was decided that the regimen to go out to guard the engineers of the Northern I Railroad while they surveyed the route from Bisi to the Yellowstone River. The ladies necessarily to be left behind. Now began the summer of ir content. I longed to remain in Dakota, for I kr would take much longer for our letters to reach we went East. Besides, it was far more comfort: stay at a military post, where every one was inte in the expedition, and talked about it as the chiei of concern. I remembered when I had gone E* fore, during a summer when our regiment was fit< Indians, and my idea was that the whole country be almost as absorbed as we were, how shocked to be asked, when I spoke of the regiment, "Ah, ii a campaign, and for what purpose has it gone oui
I was willing to live in a tent alone at the po there were not even tents to be had. Then looked with envious eyes at the quarters at Fon The post was small, and there were no vacant roo cept in the bachelor quarters. These are so callec the unmarried men take rooms in the same hon mess together. No opportunity was given us to w them into offering us a place. Our officers hii